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OH,  SACRED  POET 


Oh,  Sacred  Poet  that  hast  writ, 

With  finger  hot  on  burning  sand, 

And  with  a  frigid,  icy  mitt 
In  polar  regions  wonderland, 

Of  earth’s  creation,  glowing  hot! 

And  burning  into  human  heat 
Or  freezing  into  crystals  —  what, 

The  wonders  of  Thy  breath? 

We  look  upon  and  comprehend 
Thy  wonders,  Lord  —  Oh,  Sacred  Bard: 
And  then  we  fail  to  understand 
Thy  plan  for  us  in  Jesus  Christ! 

Can  He  forgive,  when  in  such  care 
He  pictures  unexplained  truth 
With  every  sunrise  —  can  He  bear 
The  way  we  treat  the  Bible? 
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THE  COCONUT  SLIDE 

But,  mother  mine,  I  love  him  so! 

And  know  that  you  can’t  see  how 
I  understand  myself,  and  think 
That  this  is  true  and  serious: 

For  —  yes,  I  did  insist  that  I 
Loved  Jim,  and  cried  and  fretted 
When  you  and  father  talked  me  out 
Of  seeing  Sam  and  Herbert. 

But,  mother  mine,  if  just  I  could 
Convince  you  of  this  difference 
That  now  I  sense  and  feel  and  know; 
It’s  like  a  great  big  ending 
Of  everything  that  went  before! 

In  fact,  these  other  foibles  — 

For  such  they  were  compared  to  this  — 
Were  part  of  this  great  ending, 

That  had  to  come  before  I  could 
Be  big  enough  to  know  this. 

I  know  you  argue  what  you  think  — 
That  Huntly  is  a  bad  man. 

I  know  that  one,  Jake  Lawson,  told 
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His  uncle  from  the  city. 

Knows  Huntly’s  friend  who  told  him  that 
He  deals  in  souls  of  women; 

The  whiter  and  the  purer  they 
The  surer  and  the  bigger 
Will  be  the  pile  of  gold  he  counts 
Into  his  purse  from  custom, 

That  gets  quite  hard  to  please  with  years 
And  sameness  of  its  living. 

But,  mother  mine,  if  even  it  — 

This  round-about  tale  bearing  — 

Should  truthful  be,  and  Huntly  did 

Betray  my  love  and  take  me 

Into  a  lair  of  sinful  men  —  do  you  know, 

Oh,  my  mother,  it  grieves  me  now 

To  see  you  hurt  —  but  I  do  love  him  so  that 

I’d  even  love  him  after  this. 

Oh,  mother,  do  forgive  me! 

And  don’t  cry  so:  I’d  never  tell 
Such  thing  if  now  I  knew  not, 

My  soul  is  set,  for  weal  or  woe. 

On  Huntly.  Absolutely! 

O!  Mother!  That’s  too  hard,  indeed! 

Your  foolish  Quaker  notions 

Have  followed  from  your  kin  and  line 
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These  years,  so  long,  and  make  you 
Have  notions  like  them  —  even  yet! 
And  you  inflict  such  judgment  — 
That  I  can  go  with  Huntly,  off, 

And  even  with  your  blessing, 

If  I  will  wait  until  I  read 

The  Bible  clear  through  three  times! 

But  I  will  show  you,  mother  mine, 
That  I  can  even  do  that! 

And  I  will  start  the  reading  now: 
See?  Hand  me  from  the  table 
Your  Bible,  mother,  and  right  here 
I  now  begin  the  labor. 

She  read  a  while,  then  counted  page 
And  reckoned  and  conjectured: 

Oh,  mother  mine,  if  I  should  read 
It  through  three  times  in  six  weeks, 
Could  then  I  go  with  Huntly,  dear, 
Away  and  with  your  blessing? 

Oh,  mother  mine,  you  must  mistake, 
It  takes  so  long  to  read  it: 

Remember  that  you  read  so  slow, 

And  I  so  quick  do  progress. 

Even  now  six  pages  I  have  read, 
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In  just  one  little  half-hour. 

I’ll  read  eight  hours  in  every  day. 

And  four  more  every  evening 
That  I  can  urge  on  Huntly  dear, 

To  stay  away  from  calling. 

And  in  six  weeks  I  shall  be  through  — 

At  most,  in  two  or  three  months, 

To  count  the  days  and  hours  that  I 
Shall  be  detained  and  hindered. 

Oh,  yes,  I  will  be  fair  and  read 
It  all  and  never  skip  one 
Hard  chapter  where  the  words  are  tough, 
And  do  the  straight  thing  by  you  — 
What?  Now  you  add  another  clause 
Already  to  your  bargain: 

That  I  must  pray  a  prayer  each  day? 

Well  —  yes,  I  guess  you’re  right  there  — 
It  isn’t  a  new  clause  at  all, 

So  long  as  I’ve  been  praying 
My  prayers  forever  —  that  is  since 
I  can  recall;  and  only 
You  say  I  shall  ask  Jesus,  now, 

To  intercede  for  Huntly. 

Oh,  yes  !  My  mother  mine,  I  will! 

And,  oh,  what  joy  it  gives  me! 

For,  true  my  heart  is  full  of  him: 
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I  cry  for  him  in  sleep-time, 

When  I  am  not  aware  of  it; 

For  often  I  have  woke  up, 

And  found  myself  call  to  the  dark  — 
What?  I  shall  call  to  Jesus, 

Instead  of  to  the  dark,  you  say? 

All  right.  I  will,  my  mother, 

And  thank  you  for  this  ray  of  hope 
That  I  may  go  with  Huntly. 

It  took  her  longer  than  she  thought 
To  read  the  Bible  three  times: 

But  she  was  fair  and  she  was  true 
And  she  was  good  as  gold  is, 

And  stayed  by  it  while  Huntly  hid 
His  wrath  and  disgust  for  it. 

For  here  was  girl,  the  like  of  which, 
He  could  not  slip  through  fingers. 
And  so  he  came  to  press  his  suit 
And  fix  for  sure  and  clinch  it  — 

The  love  she  had  for  him  and  gave. 

As  free  and  pure  and  holy, 

As  ever  woman  gave  to  man. 
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And  he  found  some  divertment 
At  first,  because  she  read  and  read 
And  hurried  in  this  reading, 

And  put  his  frequent  visits  off 
Because  of  application. 

But  somehow  he  grew  restless  then, 
When  he  had  not  been  near  her: 

And  worried,  for  he  felt  a  fear  — 
And  almost  cursed  this  reading. 

For  sure  as  life  and  sure  as  death 
He  often  found  he  wavered, 

And  hated  to  betray  this  girl  — 

This  lily  in  its  pureness. 

But  purse  grew  low,  and  cries  came  in 
From  custom  that  was  tired 
Of  anything  he  had  in  shop; 

And  hurried  him,  and  urged  him 
To  come  along  and  tend  his  place 
Before  they  left  his  custom. 

And  he  was  sweating  and  d - mad 

At  mother  and  at  Bible  — 

And  everything  that  held  him  there 
And  made  it  hard  —  until  he 
Came  to  her  and  she  smiled  at  him, 
Into  his  eyes  with  soul  full 
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Of  something  that  he  trembled  at; 

And  wondered  if  it  was  that 

Mean  Book  that  worked  its  way  in  them. 

For  true  as  life  and  true  as  death 
He  felt  his  soul  responding 
To  something  —  Lord  —  he  had  no  thought 
Of  what,  or  how  —  by  thunder! 


Oh,  mother  mine,  I  need  not  quite 
Complete  my  last  third  reading: 

I’m  done  —  quite  done  —  just  now,  right  here 
With  Daniel’s  awful  dreaming! 

I  guess  I’ve  read  too  fast  —  and  all  — 

Or  something  —  mother  tender! 

I’m  glad  I  read,  and  glad  I  dreamed 
A  vision  too  —  like  Daniel; 

For  I  beheld;  and  lo  there  hung 
A  great  map  up  before  me 
With  world  upon  it  and  it  changed 
To  real  sky  and  to  planet, 

That  floated  off  from  where  I  was 
And  looked  on  at  a  distance. 

And  then  an  unknown  hand  came  forth. 

From  out  the  sky,  and  finger 
Was  pointing  to  the  world  I  saw, 
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And  Asia;  and  quite  slowly 
The  lower  portion  dwindled  down 
In  size,  till  in  proportion 
To  upper  part  was  very  small, 

And  seemed  to  be  dividing. 

And  parting  from  the  upper  part 
That  grew  and  grew  in  blackness, 

Like  ink  spilled  on  the  earth  that  made 
A  huge  blot  on  the  top  part. 

And  as  the  finger,  pointing  yet, 

Came  close  the  hand  made  shining 
That  fell  upon  this  blot  —  or  patch 
Of  black  —  that  now  grew  paler 
And  moving  blackness  took  the  shape 
Of  coconut  trees  and  monkeys. 

And  then  there  came  a  fear  to  me, 

And  dread,  in  place  of  interest 
That  up  to  this  time  I  had  felt, 

For  now  the  hand  and  finger 
Was  tracing  a  sure  path  and  slow 
Across  the  part  of  Asia: 

And  all  this  black  spot  on  the  map, 

Of  coconut  palms  and  monkeys, 

Collected  as  the  finger  traced. 

And  drained  off  at  the  top  part, 

Or  North  Pole  —  into  dark  unknown  — 
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Into  the  endless,  vast  expanse 
Of  dark  and  night;  I  knew  not 
Quite  where  or  what  —  But  told  by  fear 
Into  an  abyss  dreadful! 

And  then  the  earth  and  all  that  seemed 
Left  of  the  Southern  Asia 
Stood  out  so  fair  and  beautiful, 

The  Unknown  Hand  now  opened 
As  if  to  bless:  and  softened  light 
Fell  on  the  earth  —  as  left  there. 

And  then  I  turned  and  looked  around 
Where  stood  a  boy  in  school-room, 

With  a  geography  in  hand, 

And  looked  up  at  his  teacher, 

Who  could  not  tell  him  what  it  meant  — 

This  map  we  all  had  looked  at 

When  the  Unknown  Hand  came  and  changed 

The  whole  thing  as  we  saw  it. 

The  boy  asked  then  again  if  they, 

The  monkeys,  represented 
The  evolutionist  and  those 
That  follow  in  their  teaching. 

And  all  the  teacher  said  was,  No, 

And  all  I  know,  my  dear  boy, 

Is  that  this  finger  traces  sure 
The  Coconut  Slide  upon  earth. 
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At  this  I  heard  somebody  laugh 
Behind  us  and  I  looked  back, 

And  saw  a  stranger  making  fun: 

And  then  I  saw  a  sister 

Come  close  to  me.  And  she  told  me 

That  it  was  mine  to  teach  this  — 

All  that  I  saw  —  unto  the  boy 
And  satisfy  his  asking. 


Then  I  awakened,  mother  mine, 

And  I  was  tense  and  shivering; 

And  knew  that  I  had  dreamed  a  dream 
Like  Daniel  writes  and  tells  of: 

And  I  was  troubled  for  I  knew 
That  there  was  some  requirement 
Made  of  me  —  and  I  told  the  Lord 
To  send  interpretation. 

And  then  I  grew  quite  calm  again  — 

You  know  how  'tis  —  my  mother, 

When  we  have  wrestled  with  our  thoughts 
Then  turned  them  over  on  Him. 

And  soon  I  fell  asleep  again 
And,  mother  mine,  I  then  stood 
Beside  a  window  with  the  lad 
And  teacher  and  the  stranger 
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And  sister:  and  we  looked  upon 
Huge  throngs  of  people  passing. 

All  in  one  way  and  going  by  — 

And  nearly  all  were  downcast. 

And  some  were  crying:  some  were  mad! 
And  here  and  there  was  one  soul 
Who  looked  quite  glad  and  lacked  the  fear 
That  all  the  rest  were  showing. 

And  one  of  these  looked  up  at  us, 

Still  in  the  window  standing. 

And  said,  with  holy  confidence  fraught: 
SEE  THAT  THOU  GET  THIS  JESUS! 

And  then  I  heard  an  Unknown  voice  — 
And  knew  it  was  the  same  one 
Whose  Unknown  Hand  had  traced  the  map 
Upon  the  skies,  before  that. 

It  said:  BEHOLD  (and  I  heard  plain) 

I  GIVE  INTERPRETATION. 

The  schoolboy  stands  for  asking  souls: 

The  teacher  for  the  preachers: 

The  sister  for  the  few  that  know  — 

God  stands  revealed  —  demanding ! 

The  stranger  stands  for  those  who  teach 
False  doctrine  and  strange  worship: 

The  Coconut  Slide  are  those  who  fail 
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To  take  My  Plan  in  Jesus! 

When  earth  is  drained  of  this  dark  blot, 
And  cleansed,  then  all  remaining 
Will  get  My  blessing:  and,  BEHOLD! 

New  Heavens  and  earth  I  give  them. 

And,  mother  mine,  right  then  I  looked 
Upon  the  four  who  stood  there 
About  me;  looking  out  upon 
The  mass  that  still  was  passing: 

And  realization  came  to  us 
That  we  were  seeing  future  — 

Into  the  time  of  judgment  great  — 

This  was  the  Coconut  Slide, 

As  we  had  named  it  in  the  dream. 

And  all  of  us  were  serious. 

And  I  became  possessed  of  soul. 

And  could  not  help  my  saying, 

Unto  my  four  companions  there: 

SEE  THAT  THOU  GET  THIS  JESUS! 
And,  mother  mine,  then  I  awoke 
Again;  and  I  was  peaceful  — 

And  I  was  blessed  —  And  I  was  changed: 
For  now  you  see;  O,  mother! 

I  have  my  message  and  I  know 
That  Huntly  no  more  draws  me. 
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I  love  him  yet  —  and  ever  will ! 

And  thank  God  for  the  mellowing 
It  gave  my  soul  because  I  loved: 

Even  though  ’t  might  be  unworthy. 

He’ll  turn  it  into  worthiness,  because  — 

You  see,  my  mother,  I’m  willing  now  — 

And  that  is  how  God  works,  and  He  is  Glorious. 
I  hate  to  part  from  Huntly  dear, 

And  I  believe  ’twill  hurt  him: 

But  I  will  always  pray  for  him, 

And  ask  the  God  that  loves  him, 

Just  as  He  loves  all  sinful  men, 

And  He  will  keep  my  Huntly: 

And  He  will  sure  deliver  him 
From  Coconut  Slide  —  and  danger 
Of  lost  soul  —  and  that’s  all  I  ask. 

And  I’ll  find  my  employment, 

Forever  now,  in  warning  souls 
And  teaching  men  of  Jesus. 


The  years  were  long:  she  toiled  until 
Her  hair  was  gray  and  furrows 
Were  on  her  brow  and  light  of  saint 
Was  in  her  eye  —  and  comfort 
And  quiet  radiated  from 
Her  touch  and  gentle  manner. 
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She  suffered  much:  but  those  who  tell 
And  teach  and  win  for  Jesus; 

Don’t  count  their  loss  or  pain  or  grief: 
Don’t  notice  any  sorrow. 


She  ne’er  forgot  her  one  great  love  — 
The  human  mating  instinct  — 

No  matter  if  it  was  her  lot 
To  love  a  man  who  bartered 
In  human  souls,  and  spent  their  blood 
Upon  the  world  of  pleasure. 


And  then  one  day  she  stood  before 
Her  heathen  class  of  students, 

To  teach  their  lessons  once  again, 

And  said  —  in  voice  compelling: 

See  that  thou  get  this  Jesus,  when 
Through  windows  falling  casing, 

Were  heard  the  shrieks  and  rumbled  noise, 
Of  people  mad;  and  tumult. 

And  she  was  resting  safe  in  place  — 

She  marveled:  ’Tis  an  earthquake! 

As  her  companions  dropped  to  depths, 
With  building  of  the  college 
And  sank  to  chasms  in  the  earth, 

Save  only  corner  of  it. 
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She  looked  about  for  place  to  go 
Down  to  the  ground,  when  slowly 
The  earth  was  raising;  and  the  walls 
On  which  she  stood  were  trembling. 
They  fell  —  and  afterward  she  woke, 
From  her  unconscious  being,  and  found 
That  in  her  arms  she  held 
Another  person,  fainted. 

Her  weakness  was  so  great  that  she 
Could  hardly  lift  the  chin  that 
Must  backward  fall  before  she  could 
See  face  of  him  who  laid  still 
As  death;  and  pressed  upon  her  lips 
His  tangled  hair  on  forehead. 

And  when  at  last  she  gazed  upon 
His  face  so  white  and  bloodless, 

His  eyes  oped  slowly  and  he  gazed 
Deep  down  into  the  troubled 
And  far  from  peaceful  eyes  of  her: 

For  it  was  Huntly  —  dying. 

Her  soul  compelled  his  fleeting  strength 
To  rally  in  its  mercy; 

And  with  a  breath  most  like  a  sob 
He  told  her  that  he  never 
Could  go  back  to  his  former  life, 
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When  she  had  left  and  wandered 
Away  from  him:  and  he  had  sought 
Until  he,  too,  found  Jesus. 

And  then  he  strove  to  live  a  life 
Quite  worthy:  and  had  suffered, 

And  tried  to  testify  for  Him, 

As  up  and  down  he  hunted 
For  her  —  and  now  he  had  — 

And  was  not  sorry  that  in  dying 
He  had  just  one  brief  moment  given 
With  her  —  his  love  —  his  darling. 

She  put  her  chilling  lips  on  his, 

And  whispered  ere  they  flitted, 

From  out  their  mortal  bodies  forth: 
Praise  God!  We  both  are  worthy: 
And  shall  not  come  into  the  worst  — 
The  dreadful  Coconut  Slide! 
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I  WONDER  HOW  DEATH  IS 

I  wonder  how  death  is 
It  looks  so  cold! 

I’d  like  to  know  if  those  who  die 
Resent  its  hold, 

When  it  has  once  completely  fixed 
Its  presence  bold. 

Or  if  in  some  mysterious  way, 

When  it  draws  near, 

It  changes  us,  instilling  there 
Quiet  for  fear; 

And  makes  us  slip  away  content 
From  all  so  dear. 

And  those  whose  hearts  are  broke 
Around  the  bed, 

When  death  has  come  and  filled  us 
With  such  dread, 

Can  only  grieve  and  wonder  — 

At  the  dead. 
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TROUBLE  IS 

Said  Minnie  O’Dell  to  her  bes’  frien’,  hersel’, 
Sure  n-Tim  be  the  darlin’s’  man! 

His  cheeks  be  so  rosy, 

His  eyes  be  so  cozy, 

N-his  airms  be  so  strong-n  so  huggin’. 

N-sure  as  I  bide,  I  would  cook  n-would  guide 
Fer  Tim  all  me  days-n  no  trouble: 

Fer  sure  as  I  live 
I  never  could  give 
Such  love  n-such  hurt  fer  anither. 

N-sure  as  me  soul,  that  fer  jus’  chance  to  hoi’ 
One  tiny  wee  Tim  to  me  poor  heart. 

I’d  be  a  good  wife 
N-slave  all  me  life 

Fer  the  two:  n-ne’er  think  it  no  bother. 

Said  Minnie  O’Dell  to  her  bes’  frien’,  hersel', 

I  wanto  n-wanto  so  badly  — 

Go  down  the  aisle  with  him 
N-make  him  me  Tim  — 

But,  trouble  is,  Tim  he  don't  ax  me! 
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GOD  IS  SO  GOOD  TO  ME 

A  well  trained  child  that  loitered  by, 
Climbed  to  a  stranger’s  knee 
And  said,  because  of  fruit  he  ate, 

God  is  so  good  to  me! 

He  lets  me  taste  the  apple  good  — 
And  bread  —  and  lets  me  drink 
Good  water,  when  I’m  thirsty,  too: 
And  lets  me  love  and  think. 

And  I  can  watch  a  bee  fly  home 
With  bee-bread  on  its  legs: 

And  feed  my  funny  airedale  dog 
When  he  sits  up  and  begs. 

And  I  can  sleep:  and  mother  taught, 
That  always  after  prayer, 

I  need  not  fear  for  dark  or  noise  — 
For  God  is  everywhere. 

The  stranger  —  musing  on  his  way  — 
Up  over  mountain  steep, 

His  back  bent  low  as  sweat  dropped  off 
His  brow,  and  staff  struck  deep 
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Into  the  slippery  mountain’s  crest: 
God  is  so  good  to  me, 

And  spoke  a  sermon  as  I  sat 
And  rested  ’neath  that  tree. 
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THE  WINDING  PATH 

A  binding  pledge  is  on  me 
Like  the  promise  of  a  monk. 

And  I  am  sad,  dear  heart,  because 
I  have  no  hope  of  love  with  you. 
Some  are  who  tear  away 
From  anything:  and  I  admire  such  — 
But  ’tis  not  I  that  can. 

While  they  go  on  to  hot  desire, 

And  sate  their  soul’s  mad  love 
In  passion  sweet,  and  stolen  almost  — 
So  it  looks  to  me  — 

I  hold  my  place  as  chosen  — 

Not  by  me  —  and  not  to  break. 

The  hard  cold  way  I  see  ahead 
Is  not  for  me  to  lightly  cast  aside 
Because  there  is 
Some  bigger  offer  given: 

Because  there  is  an  unfed  hunger  in  me. 

But  I  am  one,  who  always  looking  up, 
Beheld  my  path  laid  out, 

And  followed  it 
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As  sheep  will  follow  shepherd 
To  the  fold. 

And  now  I  look  beside  my  path 
And  see  the  answer  to 
Some  hidden  bigger  thing 
Than  I  have  known  was  in  me  — 
In  your  eyes. 

And  I  would  give  aught 
That  I  know,  to  stay 
And  linger  on  the  path  with  you, 
And  gaze  and  try  to  fathom  itr — 

It  calls  me  so  —  and  I 

Can  scarcely  take  my  way 

A-down  the  path 

That  Shepherd  seems  to  make 

For  me  and  I  have  always  followed. 

I  needs  must  question: 

Does  He  understand,  and  know 
That  I  have  met  this  bigger  thing 
Beside  the  path 
That  I  have  thought  He  made; 

And  that  I  want 
And  cry  for  in  the  night 
Unto  the  darkness  and  the  still, 
That  seem  more  kind  than  He, 

Who  never  was  unkind  before; 
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Or  showed  me  aught 
I  could  not  comprehend? 

Is  it  a  test  He  gives  me 
So  that  He  will  see  my  courage 
And  my  trust  to  walk  upon 
The  path  He  makes  for  me, 

Nor  wander  off  into  the  lovely  hills 
Of  this  new  joy  forsaking  Him  — 
The  chooser  of  my  way  before? 

Oh,  love!  It  hurts  me  to  go  on 
And  pass  you  by 
That  seem  the  only  thing 
For  which  my  life  was  meant; 

And  I  must  go  without. 

But  Shepherd  calls  — 

And  I  will  follow  on. 

He  leads  —  and  could  it  be 
That  in  the  path  are  turns 
And  crooks  I  know  not  of, 

And  we  will  come  again, 

With  binding  pledge  that  plights  me 
As  the  promise  of  a  monk, 

Quite  loosened  on  the  way  — 

And  dropping  off: 
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Unbound,  I  come  again  upon  you 
And  He  gave  me  to  you 
In  reward  for  this, 

I  go  and  leave  behind 

The  only  thing  that  life  was  made  for? 

Without  this  hope 

I  could  not  step  ahead: 

I  would  do  wrong  — 

And  wrong  someone  beside. 

But,  trusting  always 
Shepherd  has  been  kind, 

I  follow  on:  be  His  to  lead 
Where’er  He  will. 

And  so,  my  love,  wait  for  me  here 
Beside  my  narrow  path: 

Until  perchance,  in  years  ahead, 

The  path  shall  wind 

And  bring  me  back  to  this  same  spot, 

A  mellow  soul  — 

Made  true  and  great  and  strong  — 
And  give  me  in  your  arms: 

My  victory  won. 
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LOVE  IS  ALL  THERE  IS 

There’s  nothing  in  the  world  worth  while  but 
love  — 

Love  that  resolves  itself  in  two-as-one  — 
There’s  nothing  else  will  still  the  troubled  sigh: 
There’s  only  that:  and  argue  as  you  may, 
There  is  no  other  thing  can  take  its  place. 

There  may  be  those  who,  having  other  notions, 
Go  off  on  trips  across  the  tossing  sea, 

And  lavish  on  their  natures  all  the  fancies 
Their  purses  will  endure — and  then  some  more. 

There  may  be  those  who  take  for  sports  and 
winning, 

And  in  main  force  of  muscle,  taut  and  hard, 

Or  clever,  cunning  training  made  proficient 
They  try  to  win  their  place  and  gain  content. 
And  then  there’s  those,  who  winning,  have  won 
medals 

And  cups  and  badges  all  in  neat  array, 

Set  out  to  show  their  friends  —  and  no-friends, 
also, 

Of  this  their  gala  proof  of  victory  won. 
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There’ re  always  those  who  seek  in  education, 
A-down  the  halls  of  learning  and  renown, 

A  comfort  for  their  lives  —  all  set  and  ’stab- 
lished; 

They  think  they  need  just  what  they  find  — 
anon! 

And  there  are  those  who  think  in  their  religion 
They  find  the  thing  to  steer  them  on  life’s  way, 
And  land  them  out  of  reach  of  earthly  longings, 
Into  a  purer  state  and  higher  aim. 

But  I  am  one  to  say  again  —  and  hold  that  — 
There’s  nothing  in  the  world  worth  while  but 
love: 

For  love  once  truly  found  and  fondly  cherished, 
Seeks  nothing  further  —  nothing  further  wants. 
So:  traveling,  sports,  and  winning  of  gold 
medals, 

And  education,  worthy  and  complete, 

Religion  too,  and  all  its  sad  sweet  aspects, 
And  soul  serenity  of  nearly  peace, 

Lose  out  with  me:  and  many  more  you  men¬ 
tion, 

That  we  may  gain,  and  find  that  still  we  sigh, 
And  look  ahead  —  far,  far  into  our  future  — 
And  figure  on  inevitable  down-grade. 


[27] 


The  Coconut  Slide  and  Others 


But  love,  when  found  and  no  mistake  in  finding, 

Looks  not  ahead  nor  back  nor  yet  around; 

But  only  in  the  overjoyous  present 

Of  perfect  mating  and  the  happy  now. 

Somebody  spurns;  Such  bosh!  for  I  have  tried 
it; 

And  know  it  fails;  falls  flat!  Yes,  worse  than 
flat! 

To  you  I  say:  You’re  warped,  or  else  mistaken. 

Go  look  for  love  again  —  and  finding  love, 

You’ll  know  it’s  love  without  a  moment’s 
doubting 

Or  chance  of  failing;  when  you  see  your  peace  — 

Your  soul’s  delight,  your  joy,  your  all,  your 
future 

Within  the  blissful  present  —  in  her  eyes. 

Nor  will  you  ever  wish  for  a  tomorrow, 

Next  week,  next  month,  next  year  or  after  while. 

Nor  will  you  dread  the  years  that  span  the  fu¬ 
ture 

Because  of  downgrade  or  uncertainty. 

For  in  your  soul  you’ll  find  the  greater  moment. 

The  ever  crowning  glory  of  your  hopes 
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The  ever  satisfying  of  fulfillment. 

That  never  finds  defining  —  never  asks  it  — 
Right  in  the  now  —  the  sweet  bewitching  now. 
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THE  THINGS  THAT  I  KEEP 

There  are  things  that  I  tell  to  the  daylight 
And  things  that  I  tell  to  the  dark: 

And  things  that  I  tell  to  the  ocean 
And  things  that  I  tell  to  God. 

There  are  things  that  I  tell  to  the  moonlight 
And  twilight  and  dawn  and  the  storm  — 
And  things  that  I  say  to  my  tired  pal 
And  to  others  along  my  path. 

But  the  things  that  I  keep  to  myself,  dear, 
Are  the  things  that  my  heart  holds  close 
From  the  yesterday  of  my  life,  dear, 

From  the  yesterday  of  my  years. 

There’s  an  altar  for  Holy  of  Holies 
Somewhere  in  the  deep  of  myself, 

That  holds  treasure  rich  and  abiding. 

That  I  guard  by  the  soul  of  myself. 

And  when  I  am  tired  and  cross,  dear, 

Or  hurt  by  the  tides  of  men’s  lives, 

That  surge  and  bruise  as  they  go,  dear, 
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And  leave  me  alone  to  retrieve : 

Then  I  tell  my  hurt  to  the  ocean, 

The  wind,  the  dark  and  the  rest: 

But  I  lay  me  down  in  the  dark  and  keep 
The  things  that  I  love  to  myself. 


t 
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THE  SAGE  AND  THE  SCHOLAR 

Said  the  sage  to  the  scholar: 

You  root  and  you  wallow 
And  when  you  are  done,  yet, 

What  have  you? 

Says  the  scholar  right  back: 

You  scorn  and  you  whack 
And  when  you  are  done, 

What  have  you? 

With  infinite  calm 
The  sage  puzzled  some, 

And  said:  To  always  read  others 
Is  folly. 

The  scholar  retorted: 

From  what  is  reported. 

It’s  worse  to  foist  yourself 
On  others. 

The  sage  grunted  low, 

Books  mostly  bestow 

The  thoughts  that  are  rubbish  — 

Now  you  know! 
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And  the  stars,  said  the  scholar, 
And  the  cosmos  you  bother 
Confuse  a  real  mind;  now 
You  know  that! 

They  parted  right  there, 

Each  one  well  aware 
That  the  other  was  right  — 
In  his  own  way. 

But  each  had  his  notion, 

And  loved  his  own  potion. 

So  goes  it!  And  we  are 
Just  like  that. 
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THE  TWO-BEING-THING 

He  roamed  the  world  over  in  lonely  discounsel 
and  yearning  and  peeving  and  fretting, 

And  one  day  returned  and  sat  down  by  her  grave 
—  no  use  in  attempt  at  forgetting. 

He  had  tried  out  Sahara,  and  changeable  climes, 
where  brown  men  and  odd  things  oppressed 
him, 

And  climbed  to  the  tops  of  the  Alps  and  Hima¬ 
layas  till  cloud  gazing  frenzies  possessed 
him. 

He  had  lain  by  the  lakes  in  fair  Switzerland’s 
joyland  till  pictured  in  mirrored  reflection, 

He  had  lived  through  a  dreamlife  with  her  at  his 
side  in  an  elfin-like  home,  till  dejection 

Quite  burned  in  his  being:  and  he  sought  for  re¬ 
pose  on  the  ocean’s  still  bosom  and  roamed 
o’er 

The  seas  —  there  were  seven,  he  heard  —  but 
remembered  that  seventy  times  seven  he 
groaned  on. 
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And  now  he  was  back  by  the  grave  where  she 
lay  and  fully  resolved  that  he  never 
Would  try  to  forget  or  to  live  his  own  life  away 
from  her  memory  but  ever 
Just  dream  of  the  days  when  so  happy  they 
strolled  in  the  moonlight  down  by  the 
river, 

Content  in  their  visions  of  days  on  ahead,  and 
building  on  what  he  could  give  her. 

For  he  had  command  of  land  and  estate  and 
riches  and  title  and  glory, 

He  won  by  his  efforts  of  bravery  and  skill  and 
daring  and  incidents  gory, 

To  lay  at  her  feet:  but  all  this  was  rot  compared 
to  the  bliss  and  the  pleasure 
Of  what  she  gave  him  —  deep  riches  of  love, 
from  her  lips  and  her  eyes  full  of  treasure. 

He  bent  his  head  low  in  the  pain  that  still  came 
as  he  counted  his  rich  store  of  memory. 
And  then  as  if  touched  on  the  heart  he  looked 
up,  and  cried  to  the  skies:  Don’t  condemn 
me  — ! 

And  never  could  finish  the  prayer  on  his  lips, 
for  off  in  the  distance  toward  Heaven 
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Appeared  a  green  haze  of  shimmering  gauze 
quite  lighter  than  clouds  or  than  leaven, 

But  acted  like  these  for  it  floated  and  grew  in 
size  and  in  softness  and  whiteness, 

Until  it  came  near  enough  so  he  could  see  a  being 
of  beauty  and  lightness, 

Encased  in  the  shimmering  filmy-like  fluff  of 
iridescent  glory  and  wonder 

That  hurt  mortal  flesh  to  look  on  its  light  and 
breathe  the  pure  nectar  from  Yonder: 

That  seemed  to  float  with  it  encased  in  the  mesh 
of  the  light  that  seemed  serving  for  rai¬ 
ment, 

But  draped  not  to  concealing  the  marvelous  grace 
and  the  beauty  perfect  of  the  claimant. 

Then  it  spoke,  this  fair  thing,  and  he  sensed  of 
the  strength  that  before  was  not  seen  for 
the  beauty 

And  wonder  of  it:  by  a  power  conceived  and 
concealed  in  its  fine  sense  of  duty. 

It  lifted  a  hand  and  the  motion,  like  wine,  sent 
a  thrill  to  his  person,  still  hurting, 

From  overtaxed  sorrow,  emotion  and  pain,  that 
seemed  by  this  strangeness  converting, 
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Into  a  soft  calm  that  he  knew  not  for  years;  and 
resign  and  a  lifting  of  heartache, 

By  the  musical  cadence  and  sweetness  and 
rhythm  and  radiant  beaming,  when  it 
spake : 

We  come  from  a  glory  surpassingly  fair;  we 
float  in  the  ether  —  or  matter; 

We  dive  into  fire  with  the  same  ease  and  grace 
as  we  do  in  huge  waterfalls’  clatter. 

We  once  were  two  mortals  who  suffered  like  you 
in  unfulfilled  love  that  can’t  conquer 

Itself:  but  provision  is  made  that  we  can  turn 
the  strongest  emotion  and  bunker 

Of  hungry  disaster  of  heart  and  of  love  into 
something  refining  and  lifting. 

And  that’s  what  we  did  with  our  unfulfilled 
dreams,  that  to  us,  were  our  testing  and 
sifting. 

You  know  that  the  first  man  was  perfect  in  full 
—  a  thoroughly  perfect  creation  — 

By  God’s  own  hand  formed  in  His  own  perfect 
way,  on  Holy  perfected  foundation. 
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And  for  His  own  reasons  He  gives  in  his  WORD 
He  divided  that  perfect  creation 
By  taking  the  rib  —  the  female  proportion  — 
away  from  the  male;  and  the  nation 
Of  male-loving-females  then  followed;  and 
since  it  has  been  and  it  cannot  be  altered, 
As  long  as  the  two  in  their  homing-of-loving 
and  intended  mating,  have  faulted. 

And  when  in  the  mortal  two  imperfect  beings 
find  love,  that,  as  ours,  is  immortal 
But  still  cannot  mate,  without  wounding  some¬ 
one,  but  strive  and  turn  goal  toward  the 
portal, 

Of  directing  the  yearning  for  love  into  yielding, 
for  good  to  themselves  and  to  others, 

In  giving  to  earth  some  work  worthy  and  fine, 
in  helping  and  comforting  brothers. 

Will  grow  into  usefulness — blessing  undreamed 
of:  and  ending,  as  we,  in  perfection 
Of  one  form  or  other,  according  to  growth  made 
on  earth  through  their  strife  with  hard 
testing. 

We  met,  each  the  other,  in  Paradise-hour  and 
the  Father,  with  face  understanding, 
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Sent  us  off  where  we  learned,  in  our  marvelous 
growth,  of  a  mystery  well  comprehend¬ 
ing  — 

That  we  were  the  separate  parts  of  a  whole:  a 
perfected  being  like  Adam. 

And  that  man  had  to  learn  what  he  was  —  to 
perceive — and  it  became  logic  to  part  them. 

And  in  our  perfection  we  never  know  want  or 
wish  or  desire  or  yearning; 

But  as  one  happy  whole  we  search  for  some 
work  from  the  Glories,  in  souls  that  are 
burning, 

Like  you,  and  don’t  know  that  to  fret  here 
below  can  be  turned  to  the  greatest  achieve¬ 
ment 

Right  here,  if  we  sense  all  of  Jesus  as  meant,  and 
yield  up  ourselves,  if  bereavement 

Or  any  great  sorrow  o’ertakes  us,  and  turn  to 
Him  in  His  infinite  judgment, 

"Who  feels  all  our  sorrows  and  knows  all  our 
strife,  without  which  there  is  no  complete- 
ment. 
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And  then  just  to  show  him  —  for  man  needs 
conviction  of  all  that  he  hears  —  this  new 
being. 

Divided  in  two  forms,  and  each  less  of  beauty,  a 
man  and  a  woman  —  him  seeing. 

And  then  in  the  wonder  and  knowledge  of 
truth,  and  light  of  the  mystery  and  silence 

The  man  at  the  grave  beheld  the  light  haze  float 
out  on  the  air  in  contrivance, 

Of  shimmering  whiteness  and  lightness  and 
pureness,  in  gauzy-like  form  of  a  sail-float; 

And  the  two-being-thing,  of  perfection  and 
victory,  smiled  back  from  the  mystery  sail 
boat: 

A  marvel  to  wonder  at,  never  forgetting,  the 
visible  love  and  the  beauty! 

The  strength  and  reflection  of  glory  and  might 
revealed  in  its  message  and  duty! 
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MY  SOUL’S  CALL  FOR  YOU 

I  wonder  if  you  hear  my  soul’s  call  for  you, 

Out  over  wastes  of  barren  land  and  fens, 

Where  wild  things  grow  and  wild  things  call 
and  answer, 

The  only  law  they  heed  —  the  echoing  glen. 

I  wonder  if  you  hear  my  soul’s  call  for  you, 
Across  the  night  when  darkness  softly  holds 
The  world’s  low  pulse  beneath  its  thumb  of 
midnight 

And  counts  the  beat  till  sunlight  floods  the 
wolds. 

I  wonder  if  you  hear  my  soul’s  call  for  you, 
When  silent  moonbeams  fall,  with  silver  sheen 
All  golden  lined  and  crystal,  on  the  rivers 
That  fleck  the  span  across  the  vast  between. 

I  wonder  if  you  hear  my  soul’s  call  for  you, 
Above  the  winds  that  rage  into  a  storm, 

And  sweep  the  mighty  mountains  and  the  val¬ 
leys 

Till  wild  things  cringe  and  crouch  in  their 
alarm. 
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I  wonder  if  you  hear  my  soul’s  call  for  you, 
Under  the  sacred  silence  of  your  prayers. 
Beneath  the  softest  stillness  of  your  thinking, 
Below  the  undercurrent  of  your  cares. 
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I’M  NOT  AFRAID 

I’m  not  afraid  to  lie  awake 

When  darkness  winds  the  earth 

Within  a  cloak  of  blackened  mesh 

That  smothers  all  my  mirth 

And  makes  my  moods  come  thick  and  fast 

As  smoke  on  smoldering  hearth. 

I’m  not  afraid  to  lie  awake 

When  roaring  billows  roll 

Against  the  seabeat  rocks  and  make 

The  sound  of  bells  that  toll 

Out  on  the  buoys  of  storm  tossed  seas 

A  testing  for  my  soul. 

I’m  not  afraid  to  lie  awake 
When  sobbing  winds  moan  low, 
Reminding  me  that  I  must  reap 
The  crop  that  now  I  sow, 

And  gather  to  myself,  ere  death, 

Their  hurt  before  I  go. 

I’m  not  afraid  to  lie  awake 
When  weeping  rains  fall  slow 
Upon  my  roof:  and  I  recall 
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Loved  ones  who  had  to  go. 

And  know  that  rains  upon  their  graves 
Make  grasses  greener  grow. 

I’m  not  afraid  to  lie  awake 
When  shadows  flit  and  dart 
Across  the  wall,  in  phantom  form, 

And  settle  on  my  heart  — 

Right  in  the  chamber  where  my  thoughts 
Are  born  —  and  make  them  smart. 
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OH,  MOON  A’ROLLING 

Oh,  moon  a’rolling  o’er  the  sky, 

Roll  over  miles  of  space 

And  tell  my  love  what  I  can’t  tell 

Unless  I  see  his  face. 

You  need  not  say  it  loud,  dear  moon, 
A’rolling  in  the  sky, 

Just  send  a  soft  beam  over  him 
Through  window  where  he  lie. 

And  in  its  radiant,  magic  light 
Distill  a  quickening  touch 
Just  like  the  kiss  that  once  we  two 
Had  almost  found:  and  much 

We  yearned  for  it.  And  when,  dear  moon, 
Your  beam  falls  on  his  bed, 

His  lips  will  feel,  his  heart  will  throb, 

His  blood  will  tingle  red. 

And  he  will  dream  of  me,  dear  moon, 
A’rolling  through  the  night, 

And  get  the  love  I  long  to  give 
With  lips  and  breath  so  light. 


[45] 


The  Coconut  Slide  and  Others 


And  hold  him  in  your  mellow  light 
With  close,  soft,  warm  embrace 
That  makes  him  better,  sensing  it, 
As  love  come  out  of  space. 
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THE  FAMILY’S  SHOES 

They  stood  sometimes  in  the  closet, 

In  neat  array  on  the  floor, 

When  they  were  not  on  little  feet 
And  romping  forevermore. 

And  sometimes  they  got  all  tangled 
And  scattered  over  the  place  — 

A  fruitless  search  for  a  lost  one 
Might  end  in  buffet  or  bookcase. 

And  some  little  shoes  would  get  muddy, 

And  some  little  shoes  would  get  wet, 

And  some  little  shoes  would  get  holes  in  them 
And  always  the  need  must  be  met. 

And  every  week-end  at  her  sweeping, 

The  mother  of  this  little  brood 
Would  take  into  serious  accounting 
The  shoes  that  brought  changeable  mood. 

For  here  and  there  she  found  worn-outs, 

And  here  were  the  newer  ones  bright, 

And  here  were  some  to  be  cobbled 
For  little  feet  skipping  with  might. 
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But  always  within  a  safe  corner 
Of  a  closet  more  sacred  than  all, 

This  mother  would  pause  in  her  sweeping 
And  lift  from  a  shelf  on  the  wall 

Two  shoes  that  were  mates  and  were  little 
And  well  worn:  and  one  was  still  tied 
Where  his  foot  had  slipped  out  without  open¬ 
ing — 

And  now  it  goes  shoeless  —  she  cried! 

Softly  yielding  to  tears  with  her  memories, 

For  there’s  not  much  that  one  wants  to  do 
To  shoes  that  have  mould  on  the  eyelets 
And  mould  on  the  soles  of  them  too. 
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I  WONDER 

I  wonder  if  you  think  of  me  when  you  are  all 
alone, 

And  nothing  bothers  or  disturbs  you  in  your 
quiet  home. 

I  wonder  if  you  think  of  me  when  you  have 
time  to  gaze, 

Into  the  azure  tinted  skies  of  pastel,  through 
the  haze. 

I  wonder  if  you  think  of  me  when  in  the  quiet 
light, 

Of  fading  day  you  pause  to  feel  regret  for  lost 
delight. 

I  wonder  if  you  think  of  me  when  dead  of 
night  is  kind, 

And  you  awake  from  noise,  or  rouse  from  echoes 
in  your  mind. 

I  wonder  —  always  wonder  —  and  wonder, 
wonder  on! 

Whether  or  not  you  think  of  me  sometimes 
since  I  have  gone. 
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I  wonder,  sometimes  wonder,  if  somewhere  past 
the  blue, 

I’ll  understand  —  and  be  at  rest  because  I  know. 
Do  you? 
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AN  OLD  HOUSE 

It  stood  among  the  maples  and  its  eyes  blinked 
in  the  sun. 

Till  the  heat  became  oppressive  and  the  shut¬ 
ters  close  were  run : 

But  they  hardly  ever  drew  them  all  at  once  and 
so  the  manse, 

Found  that  when  the  view  to  ocean  was  shut 
off  he  still  could  glance 

Toward  the  hills:  and  he  could  look  there  for 
his  help,  as  David  told. 

Or  the  other  side  that  opened  on  the  garden; 
and  the  wall  didn’t  hold 

The  view  to. village,  where  he  watched  the 
people  pass  on  the  highway; 

And  the  brooklet  where  the  white  ducks  dived 
for  prey. 

Lifting  yellow  beaks  still  tasting  what  they 
swallowed;  this  it  seemed, 

To  the  old  house  was  the  happiest  view  of  all 
but  oft  he  weened, 
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That  his  one  eye  on  this  portion  of  the  house 
was  not  enough, 

Since  a  willow  —  grand  old  weeper  —  grew 
so  near  and  made  it  tough. 

For  the  old  house;  handicapping  from  his  never 
blinking  gaze 

Half  the  garden  and  the  graveyard  in  the  dis¬ 
tance  where  they  laid, 

All  the  family  he  had  sheltered,  in  the  distant 
by-gone  days. 

But  he  never  grudged  the  willow,  since  ’twas  in 
its  splendid  shade, 

That  the  lovely  children  loitered  in  their  play 
or  with  Rebeck  — 

That  is  —  once  did  he  feel  grudgeful,  when 
Rebeck,  her  arm  in  his, 

Sat  with  Mister  Guilford  often  on  the  seat  there 
by  the  brook, 

And  the  weeping  willow  screened  them  but 
himself  could  boldly  look. 

But,  they  married:  and  the  old  house  often 
winked  at  the  big  tree  — 

Longed  to  tell  it,  in  forgiveness,  of  the  things 
that  were  to  be; 
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Till  one  morning  in  his  planning  and  his  glory 
and  his  dreams 

And  his  happiness  the  old  house  let  the  willow 
peep  through  beams. 

That  he  coaxed  down  from  the  sun  and  then 
presented  to  the  nurse 

For  a  naked  baby’s  sun-bath.  Proud  the  house 
as  men  of  purse. 

So  they  came  and  grew  and  lived  there  —  Guil¬ 
ford  and  Rebecka’s  brood  — 

And  the  old  house  and  the  willow  helped  them 
over  every  mood. 

Now  they’re  gone — the  house  is  empty:  quietly 
it  stands  and  lone; 

All  the  shades  are  drawn  and  cobwebs  form 
within  the  dear  old  home. 

Echoes  even  now  are  missing  of  the  shrieks  and 
laughs  and  song; 

And  the  prattle  and  the  footfall  of  the  children 
long  have  gone. 

And  the  old  house  muses  lonely  as  the  rats  run 
in  its  walls. 

And  the  bats  fly  through  broke  windows  — 
from  the  tree  an  owlet  calls. 
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And  when  storms  come,  oft  the  old  house  suf¬ 
fers  with  the  thought,  his  walls 

And  his  shingles  cannot  shelter  those  that  once 
lived  in  his  halls. 

And  each  day  he  waits  and  peers  out  through  a 
shutter’s  broken  part, 

Toward  the  willow  and  he  wishes  that  the 
winds  would  hold  apart 

Its  long  branches  that  obstruct  the  view  to  gar¬ 
den  and  to  ground, 

Where  Guilford  and  Rebecka’s  child  lies  under 
grassy  covered  mound. 

And  they  could  not  bear  to  linger  in  the  house 
where  once  their  joy 

Was  unbroken.  And  the  old  house  still  mourns 
sadly  for  their  boy. 

Watching  day  and  night  the  willow  for  the 
wind  to  catch  and  hold 

Back  the  branches,  long  and  sweeping,  of  the 
tree  so  green  and  old. 
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WITHOUT  THE  CROSS 

What  would  the  world  be  without  the  cross  — 
The  world  be  without  the  cross? 

A  burden  forlorn 

Would  have  to  be  borne 

And  no  hope  to  the  soul  would  appear. 

With  sorrow  bent  low 
To  all  here  below 

And  the  deepest  grief  not  worth  a  tear. 

Without  the  cross,  without  the  cross, 

Of  Glory  to  shine  on  our  way: 

Without  the  cross,  without  the  cross, 

The  symbol  of  eternal  day. 

What  would  the  world  be  without  the  cross  — 
The  world  be  without  the  cross? 

A  desert  way 
To  endless  day 

And  bleak  fear  to  the  soul  at  the  flow, 

Of  life’s  ebbing  tide 
Into  oceans  so  wide 
Without  Pilot  to  guide  as  we  go. 
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What  would  the  world  be  without  the  cross  — 
The  world  be  without  the  cross? 

A  twilight  hour 
With  endless  power 

Would  fall  o’er  us  and  darken  our  way 
Of  golden  glow 
Once  here  below 

But  God  gave  the  cross  and  ’twill  stay. 
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THE  HURT 

He’s  hurt  me  so!  And  now  he’s  gone! 

The  evening  of  that  day  has  set  into  soft  shades 
of  twilight: 

And  the  sun  of  that  great  love  gone  down  in 
the  impending  darkness 
Which  I  face  alone  and  unafraid: 

Made  wise  and  fearless  by  the  blow 
He  dealt  me,  mercilessly  and  intended. 

And  that  it  is  that  hurts  — 

Intended  pain  inflicted  —  broken  vows  he  knew 
Would  shove  me  off  into  the  ocean  of  lost  faith 
and  dreams, 

To  wonder  at  the  darkness  all  about  me. 

And  now  I  —  left  alone  —  can  only  wish, 
That  when  thou  art  alone  sometime  in  quiet 
hour. 

When  man  and  Infinite  commune  in  that  not 
understood  but  yet  perceived 
Feeling  within  the  deeper  self, 

Of  God  bent  low  to  talk  to  man: 
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Oh,  then  know  thou  there  was  a  one  —  a  soul 
who  cared  — 

And  caring,  yet  you  wronged  yourself  and  she! 
And  mutter  low:  God  keep  her. 
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THE  CORNER  BACK  HOME 

There’s  a  corner  back  home 

And  wherever  I  roam 

That  corner  keeps  coming  before  me. 

And  I  gladly  would  give 

All  my  soul’s  joy  to  live 

In  that  corner  one  day  more,  contented. 

There’s  a  mother  back  there 

And  for  her  gentle  care 

I’m  a  grown-up  and  out  in  life’s  way: 

But  I  freely  would  sell 

My  hopes  just  for  to  tell 

Her  now  that  her  prayers  keep  me  going. 

There’s  another  one,  too, 

And  whatever  I  do 

I  must  hold  my  soul  fast  in  my  body: 

For  if  I  should  forget, 

Just  one  moment,  and  let 
My  soul  have  its  way  in  the  matter, 

It  would  leave  me  right  now 
And  go  straight  back,  I  trow, 

To  the  place  where  my  joy  is  forever: 
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Right  there  in  her  heart  — 

From  my  body  apart  — 

And  what  would  become  of  what’s  left  here? 

So:  I’m  tired  to  death 
And  all  out  of  breath! 

And  would  give  all  my  soul’s  hope  of  Heaven 

To  let  my  soul  go 

On  Its  journey  —  if  —  oh! 

I  could  feel  that  heart  yearning  for  me  —  yet. 
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A  GIRL’S  LONGING 

I  long  for  love:  for  love  of  him. 

I  want  his  love:  his  sweet  caress, 

His  lips  upon  my  lips  — 

His  heart  against  my  warm  breast  pressed, 
His  eyes  upon  my  eyes. 

His  soul  laid  open  on  my  lips, 

Imbibing  sense  and  soul  at  rest  — 

And  nought  on  earth  should  cheat 
This  moment  from  my  life. 

For  it  is  mine  by  right  of  power 
From  out  the  Infinite  Will 
Where  God  holds  sway  — 

Forbidding  not 

The  homing  of  the  soul 

Within  some  kindred  feeling  breast: 

Some  sepulchre, 

Where  all  the  lesser  joys 
Of  earth  may  die. 

And  love  live  on  — 

And  on  — 

And  on  — 
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SEA-GULL 

Sea-gull,  with  your  wings  of  white 
And  a  border  blue, 

Are  your  fancies  just  as  light 
As  your  wing  is  true? 

Sea-gull,  with  your  wings  of  white 
Over  waters  green, 

Do  you  take  things  gratefully 
From  the  Great  Unseen? 

Sea-gull,  poised  in  open  space, 
Wondrous  in  your  calm, 

Do  you  borrow  all  your  grace 
From  the  breezes  dumb? 

Sea-gull,  when  you’re  tired  of  wing 
And  you  want  a  rest, 

Don’t  you  like  to  dip  and  bring 
Your  body  to  the  crest 

Of  the  sea:  and  ride  the  waves 
In  their  regal  might? 

And  don’t  you  care  how  it  behaves 
With  your  body  light? 
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Sea-gull,  I  could  envy  you, 

In  my  careworn  mien; 

Satisfied  with  bay  so  blue  — 
And  I  the  world  have  seen  — - 
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MILES  AND  MILES  AND 
MILES  BACK 

Miles  and  miles  and  miles  back 
Cross  the  country  to  the  East, 

Are  the  trees  I  used  to  climb  on 
And  the  haws  I  used  to  eat. 

Sighs  and  sighs  and  sighs  come 
As  I  swelter  at  my  task, 

And  I  think  of  rare  old  friendships 
’Stead  of  makeshift  —  under  mask. 

There’s  old  Jerry  at  his  fencin’ 

So’s  the  cattle  won’t  git  out 

Fer  the  neighbors  —  unthanked  effort  — 

Fer  the  farmers  ’round  about. 

And  there’s  Katy  —  funny  Katy; 
Everybody’s  friend  and  tease: 

Go  a  mile  in  any  weather 
Just  to  gossip  —  if  you  please. 

Then,  there’s  Elmer  of  the  odd  jobs: 

You  could  always  count  on  him 
When  the  stove  pipe  needed  cleaning 
Or  a  dumb  beast  broke  a  limb. 
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Coffee-Lana  was  another 
Soul  that  no  one  would  forget: 

No  more  than  the  folks  she  called  on 
Would  forget  her  cup  —  you  bet. 

And  a  girl  —  how  oft  I  wonder 
Had  she  lived,  what  change  for  me! 

Would  her  soul’s  blue  eyes  still  sparkle 
Into  mine?  —  Joy’s  image  she. 

And  though  it’s  miles  and  miles  and  miles  back 
Cross  the  country  to  the  East, 

Very  loyally  and  fondly, 

I  recall  them  to  the  least. 

And  though  sighs  and  sighs  and  sighs  come, 

As  I  swelter  at  my  task, 

Who  would  not  be  thankful  for  them, 

Sweet  old  friendships,  may  I  ask? 
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DAY  IS  DONE 

Day  is  done  and  shadows  fall 
On  the  sea; 

Hushed  the  whisper  of  the  wind 
On  the  lea. 

Stirs  a  night  bug:  and  a  bee 

Hums  along,  quite  late  I  see, 

Makes  its  noise  as  well  as  we  — 
Interests  me! 

On  the  peaceful  valley  falls 
Sign  of  night: 

And  the  quiet  river  runs, 

Soft  and  light. 

Through  the  valley  in  its  might 

Like  a  silver  ribbon  bright  — 

Mirror  for  the  moon’s  delight  — 
Through  the  night. 

And  the  shepherd  with  his  staff 
Calls  his  sheep: 

And  the  tired  little  lambs 
Forget  to  leap. 
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And  I  turn  —  for  God  will  keep 
All  His  efforts,  true  and  deep: 
And  the  tide  that’s  in  the  neap. 
While  we  sleep. 
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WHEN  I’M  WITH  YOU 

When  I’m  with  you  the  white  surf  rolls, 
Antagonizing  me, 

To  laugh  and  cast  aside  all  thought 
Of  care  — 

And  play. 

When  I’m  with  you  the  air  is  light, 
Intoxicating  me, 

Until  I  feel  it  sheer  delight 
T o  breathe  — 

And  sigh. 

When  I’m  with  you  the  sky  is  high, 
Invigorating  me, 

To  wander  far  beyond  the  blue 
With  you  — 

And  be  alone. 

When  I’m  with  you  the  moon  is  white, 
Inspiring  me, 

To  vision  into  heights  sublime 
In  soul  — 

And  rest. 

When  I’m  with  you  I  feel  your  light 
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Illumine  me, 

To  look  into  myself  and  know 
God’s  love  — 

And  live. 
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A  LITTLE  GRAVE 

(Dedicated  to  Mrs.  Coolidge) 

There’s  a  little  grave  on  a  hillside 
That  is  holding  some  of  the  joy 
That  will  measure  the  depth  of  Paradise 
And  the  length  of  Eternity. 

There’s  an  empty  love  in  a  vision 
That  is  searching  a  tireless  way 
Past  a  shadowy  door  to  nowhere 
That  is  somewhere  in  the  soul. 

And  out  of  the  silent  echoes 
Is  perceived  but  not  understood 
A  presence  that  is  absence  — 

And  creeps  to  the  still  of  the  heart. 

Footsteps  that  are  not,  move  me 
To  feel  the  touch  that  is  not: 

And  folded  in  silent  yielding 

Are  the  hopes  of  the  would-have-been. 
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I  GIVE 

I  give  my  fancies 
To  the  sighing  breeze, 

That  sweeps  the  giant  trees 
And  sings  a  song  so  low: 

I  give  my  heartache 

To  the  waterfall 

That  churns  and  dashes  down 

Its  rocky  way 

To  regions  unexplored. 

I  give  my  dreams 
To  the  still  lake’s  bosom 
To  hold  in  warm  reflected  light 
Of  moon  or  sun. 

For  memories  I  feign  would  find 

A  place  secure 

From  every  chance  of  harm ; 

I  fail:  And  so  I  ask  the  Lord 
To  keep  them  in  my  soul 
For  me. 
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FAITH 

I  know  the  power  of  God’s  laws: 

For  I  have  heard  the  breeze 
Sigh  through  the  trees 
And  grow  into  a  storm. 

I  know  the  power  of  God’s  might: 

For  I  have  seen  the  quiet  plain 
Run  far  along;  then  break  into 
Unfathomed  crags. 

I  know  the  power  of  God’s  warmth: 

For  I  have  seen  the  sun 

Break  through  cold  clouds  and  warm  a  stream 
Quite  frozen  through. 

I  know  the  power  of  God’s  hope: 

For  I  have  seen  the  sail 
Torn  through  by  fearful  storm, 

Come  into  port,  unharmed. 

I  know  the  power  of  God’s  grace: 

For  I  have  seen  a  friend 
In  dying  —  and  have  felt 
Death’s  chill  creep  slowly  on, 
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And  none  could  hold  or  stay: 

And  saw  him  smile  —  believing  — 
That  resurrection  power  is  given 
And  full  redemption  paid. 
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WIND  A-SOUGHIN’ 

The  wind  is  soughin’  through  the  pines, 

In  plaintive  song  and  low: 

The  sigh  I  echo  in  my  heart 
And  give  it  back  to  you. 

Oh  wind,  a-soughin’  through  the  pines 
High  over  aching  souls, 

You  condescend  not  to  look  down 
On  hearts  you  hurt  below! 

And  —  wind  a-soughin’  through  the  pines, 
Where  do  you  go  and  stay 
When,  filled  with  yearnings  from  your  song, 
You  leave  —  and  they  remain? 

Then,  wind  a-soughin’  through  the  pines, 
Why  won’t  you  come  and  still 
The  sweeping  ebb  of  grief  —  repressed  — 
When  I  await  for  you? 

So,  wind  a-soughin’  through  the  pines, 
Though  kind  to  them  —  to  me. 

You  only  give  the  passing  joy 
Of  breath  and  dreams. 

But,  wind  a-soughin’  through  the  pines. 
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I’d  rather  have  it  so: 

Cradle  my  fancies  in  your  soul  — 

For  it’s  so  big! 

And  I’m  so  small  —  and  close  to  earth; 
And  you  are  near  the  sky. 
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THE  SOUL  OF  THE  SEA 

The  sea  has  no  soul  —  they  tell  me  — 

But  it  rolls  and  romps  with  the  schools 
Of  fishes,  that  fly  and  frolic 
At  play  in  its  billows  and  foam. 

The  sea  has  no  soul  —  they  tell  me  — 

But  its  depths  reflect  to  me, 

The  yearnings  of  silent  twilight; 

And  holds  me  in  constancy. 

The  sea  has  no  soul  —  they  tell  me  — 

But  its  bosom  reveals  the  sigh 

Of  an  absent  friend,  when  the  moonbeams 

Fall  over  the  hush  of  it  all. 

The  sea  has  no  soul  —  they  tell  me  — 

But  the  sorrow  that  comes  in  the  night, 

Is  rocked  and  cradled  to  comfort 
By  the  empty  embrace  of  the  sea. 

t 

The  sea  has  no  soul  —  they  tell  me  — 

Oh,  God  of  the  earth  and  sky. 

Give  to  mortals  a  soul  to  interpret, 

THY  soul  in  the  soul  of  the  sea! 
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WANT 

The  sun  set  in  a  field  of  gold 
And  crimson,  green  and  blue; 

And  carried  with  it  hope  of  day, 

But  left  this  want  —  of  you. 

Then  twilight  came  and  cradled  me 
And  wrapped  me  soft  and  close, 

And  cuddled  me  to  quiet  calm, 

To  still  this  want  —  of  you. 

And  darkness  found  me  held  in  peace 
And  comforting  resign, 

With  hopes  of  wooing  dreams  so  sweet 
To  feed  this  want  —  of  you. 
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OH,  LITTLE  BOY  THAT’S  GONE 

Oh,  little  boy  that’s  gone  away, 

Could  you  only  stay  such  a  day, 

Until  you  had  won  for  me  tenderness 
In  a  life  that  was  emptiness? 

And,  oh,  little  boy  that’s  gone  away, 

The  memories  you  made  in  that  day, 

Are  like  benedictions  —  or  silent  prayers, 
That  cover  or  free  my  cares. 

Or  like  the  ringing  of  evening  bells, 

That  to  each  soul  something  tells; 
Something  to  make  us  better  —  they  tell: 
And  we  sense  that  all  is  well. 
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IT  IS  ENOUGH 

To  know  that  you  love  me  — 

It  is  enough  — 

My  way  is  hard  and  cold 
And  often  I  am  weary: 

And  sometimes  am  so  tired  of  things  — 
My  burden  heavier  grows, 

Just  at  the  thought  there  always  is 
Someone  along  my  path 
That  needs  a  hand  — 

I’d  like  to  rest  myself  instead 
Of  lifting  someone  up. 

Then  I  remember  you  love  me  — 

It  is  enough  — 

I  smile  at  my  benighted  friend, 

Along  my  path. 

And  give  him  cheer: 

And  he  picks  up  his  weary  way 
And  says  to  some 
Chafed  soul  he  meets, 

A  helpful  word  — 

The  day  is  won 

For  kindness  for  it  that  I  know, 

That  you  love  me. 
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MY  FRIEND 

My  friend  is  he  who  lets  me  be 
Just  natural  — 

When  he’s  around. 

Who  keeps  his  place  and  don’t  step  on 
My  tender  toe  —  and  if  he  does  — 

It’s  with  turned  back,  and  not  with  tongue, 
He  tells  me  that  it’s  sure  to  hurt  — 

It  happened  him  one  time. 

My  friend  is  he  who  lets  me  be, 

To  look  at  him, 

As  if  he  were 

An  ass  or  trifling  pup  that  don’t  deserve 
To  be  considered;  For  he  knows  — 

And  don’t  get  mad  —  that  he  can  do 
The  same  to  me,  and  I  won’t  fuss, 

If  he  feels  so. 

My  friend  is  he  who  lets  me  be, 

To  think  my  thoughts, 

As  silently  as  if  he  were 
The  lost  track  of  the  hinder  leg 
Of  nothing  in  the  world. 
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For  he  knows  that,  in  thanks  for  this. 
I’d  be  the  mud-rug  for  his  shoes  — 

In  less  assumptive  time. 

My  friend  is  he  who  lets  me  be 
Just  natural  — 

And  I  let  him. 

And  we  can  be  the  gayest  pair! 

We  cut  up  capers  like  some  kids, 

And  rid  the  world  of  seriousness. 

But  —  true  it  is  —  my  friend  is  he 
Who  lets  me  be. 
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SUBMISSION 

The  less  I  am 
The  greater  far, 

Will  be  God's  glory  in  it  — 
What  He  makes  of  me  — 
So  I  do 

Submit  myself  unto  Him. 

Be  His  to  give 

The  awful,  needed  grilling! 

I  know  it  hurts  — 

Oh,  how  it  hurts! 

For  it  is  self 

That  must  condone 

To  awful,  Higher  pruning. 

But,  by  the  Master’s 
Hand  we  stand, 

Shaped  into  vessels  useful, 
And  lovely  quite  — 
Though  only  clay  — 
Refined  by  his  slow  process, 
And  moulded  by 
His  awful  hand. 
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Of  sureness  and  divining, 
Until  we  please  Him, 

And  we  had 
No  part  in  it 
But  yielding. 
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